geniuses the like of which Hollywood and the flicks have long put out
of date But there was another sort of entertainment on offer on the
promenade behind the auditorium, that was crowded with members
of the oldest profession on earth, and the one most ardently patron-
ized in contemporary London, who, poor things, needed, no less
than any other purveyors, a market for their wares They were m an
unfortunate position, since the high requirements of contemporary
morality had converted what would have been a straightforward
adjustment of demand to supply, into a gigantic and multiple racket
of which they were the victims, since all but the barest moiety of
their takings was raked off by pimps, landladies, policemen, publi-
cans, and of course, box offices Morally speaking, this method of
fining sin was no doubt the next best thing to abolishing it, and it was
entirely consistent to ban plays like Mrs Warren*s Profession that
threatened to expose and discourage the system

But so liberal a view was not universal, even in the 'nineties
There was a certain Mrs Orrmston Chant, one of those intensely
earnest women who were coming into the limelight at this time, and
who were the forerunners of female emancipation Being entirely
without a sense of humour, she could detect no source of fun, though
only too much of profit, in the spectacle of these crowds of exploited
women, and her membership of the London County Council put her
in an excellent position for launching a crusade, which was so far
successful in attracting publicity as to compel that body to exert its
authority, to the extent of exacting from the Empire, as a condition
of its licence, that the promenade should be duly fitted with seats,
and separated from the bar This naturally kindled the fires of
public indignation, since even as it was, the management was only
just able to make ends meet with a dividend of round about 85 per
cent, and this was fanned into a blaze when it was announced that
the Dear Old Empire was forced to close its doors, strong men in the
audience diluted their breath with tears when the curtain was lifted,
after the final farewell, on the entire company and staff, though by
some curious' omission, not the shareholders, thrown out upon the
cold, cold world

But it was not so bad as all that The great spirit of British com-
promise was brought into play, and morals (though not perhaps Mrs
Ormiston Chant") were satisfied by the erection of a flimsy partition,
provided with liberal means of access, between the promenade and
the bar And so m a few days, company, staff, audience, and last,
but not least, the ladies of the promenade, were all back in full
strength for the joyous resurrection of their Dear Old Empire, amid
scenes of delirious enthusiasm Perhaps too delirious, for the bar,
though hidden, was not inaccessible, and a goodly part of the
audience were no doubt in a condition that responds readily to
emotional stimulus And the sight of that accursed partition was toe-
much for men, and boys, with the spirit of Hampden in their blood,
Tentative prods were assayed with ferrules that penetrated the